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The tragedy is that this was the only page of that book ever written.
The city in which we were to reside having been selected, the search for a house began. In this my brother Wilmer, who had been in the real-estate business, was of untold help. He undertook the first inspection of houses that came to our attention, weeding out those he knew would not do.
At the same time my husband was eager to build a house that would be simple and yet adequate to our needs, and with this in view we rode often to the Conduit Road to view a beautiful site overlooking the Potomac River. Mr. Wilson was so enamoured of the location that he asked an architect to spend a day and night at the White House discussing the feasibility of building there. The architect agreed with me that while the view was fine, the lot was too shallow, owing to a sharp drop at the back. A street railway franchise prevented the acquisition of enough ground for the type of house he wanted. So we turned to another and, to my mind, finer site on top of a hill, where stood an old brick house that could be remodelled and made very lovely. This was a place I had wanted for years, and I was deeply disappointed to find it had no connection with the city water, sewage or lighting systems, and the cost of these, in addition to rebuilding and purchase, amounted to a large sum. However, the architect said he would make some sketches of both places and submit them with estimated cost.
My husband found much pleasure in hunting through architectural magazines for details, lovely doorways, windows, etc. I still keep many of these which he cut out and asked me to put away for reference. We talked over all of these, and sketches submitted by the architect. Of course this took time, and meanwhile I pursued my search for a house in case we decided not to build or rebuild; but the hunt was discouraging. We cast longing eyes at an old house between Washington and Alexandria, which belonged to a Congressman, but he did not want to sell.